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Gr. OSTEEN,
SUMTES, S. C.
-.. _: terms:

Two frollare per annum.in advance.
a.» ß a s *k*a Ta.

0»^Square, first iTìsertioa.i 00
Swy subsequent iusertioo.50
Contracts for three months, or longer will

hi laade at redneed rates.
-Alteo^maaugittOa* which aabeerve private

interests will becharged for as advortieemen ta. j
Obituaries and tributes of respect will be]

charged for. ^

_

TK SilMBS NAYÍ0ML BASI,
STATS, CITY and "county deposi-

Psi<j^rè*>îtàtJ r : . r $75,000 off
Surplus^*uad. 7,500 00

Tt.Wtet» a General Banking Business.
, Careful attention given to collections.
SATINAS DEPARTMENT.

Deposits of $ I and upwards received. In-
terest allowed at the rate of 4 per cent per
tnnam. Payable quarterly, on first days of
Jaauary* Aprii, Jaly and October.

' R. M. WALLACE,
Vice President.

* I*. S. Gasso»,
A ß. 7 Cashier._

U BIS IIP 80ITBB,
SUMTER, s a

crTY And county depository.
Transacts s generai Backing business.
*

- .... , Also bes

A Savings Bank Department,
Deposits of. $1.00 and upwards received.

Interest calculated at the rate of 4 per cent,

pec aoaum, payable quarterly .

\ . AYNSWORTH,
A. Wssx, J*^ : ' President.

Cashier.
A»g2U

:I FVW. " E,
< Agent»

.-^-DSALER IN-TT

HiUDICim
TO£Î X PEBFUMERY

AND ALL KINDS OF

íhiiggist'ö Sundries
USUALLY KPT IN 4 FIRST-CLASS DRUG

STORK.

Tobacco, Snuff and Segars,

Paints, JOils, Varnishes,
«J*ASS, FÜTTY, &c.

-X*D-

DYE STUFFS,
.-o-

PhywcuuTs Prescriptions carefaUj
oosapmnded, sad otéete nnswereà
with care and dispatch.

Tiw; pnVdc will find my stock of
Medicines complete; warranted gen

- ine, and of the beet quality.-
Call aod see for yourselves.

mini SONS'
ENGINES AND BOILERS,

G iT-ST MILLS
.

AND

SAW MILLS
aré acknowledged to be the
best ever sold in this State.
When-yoa buy one of them you
are «it fied^thatyou have made
do mistake.

Write for our prices.
Oottpn Gins . and Cotton

Presses at bottom figures. I
can save you money.
V. C. BADHAM,
Geaerai Agent, Columbia. S, C.

Home Office and Factory,
Richmond, Va.
JuncgS.

Beware if Bp Stanley Boois.
NOW READY!

STANLEY'S BREAT B00K3

BY HENRY M. STANLEY:

Complete in two volâmes of about 550 pages
each, with two steel engravings, and

150 illustrations aod maps.
There is no other manuscript, print-

ed book orpamphlet, this Spring of the
year of our Lord, 1890, that contains
any account of this region of horrors
other than this book of mine.. Denry
H. Stanley.
The whole distance traveled by Stanley,

from Che month of the Congo to* Zanzibar,
us4,032} miles, and the time consumed in

the exploraron was three years. It is "as
moving and enthralling a taie as was ever

told by man," aod it was written by Stanley
to fifty days, ft feat which is not less remark-
able than the expedition itself.

WJf. COHEN, Jr.,
Agent for Samter County.

WM. ©I5KINS, Sub Agent.
OctlS._
MACHINE SHOP.

All ttods of
MACfilNE WORK REPAIRS

Can be bad io Sum ter, at short notice, and io
the very beetelese of work, at the shop re-

cently «peoed by tbe undersigned on Liberty
Stree*, sear tbe C. S. & N. Dewot.

Sellers Patched, and Hill and Gin
Work a Specialty5

Prompt attention given to work in the
-cob try, and first class workmen sent to at-
tend to same.

Coll at the shop or address tbroogh Sum ter
Post office
Aog IS EDGAR SKINNER.

REAL ESTATE AGENCY,

THE UNDERSIGNED has established a

Real Estate aod Collection Agency in
fiomter sod desires property holden having
property for sale or reat to list same with
¡fcim. Tenants secured and reots collected
promptly. Best references given. Office on
min Street as T. B. Curtis' store.

Apr. 36. 5V\ H. COMMANDES.

NOTHING SUCCEEDS
LIKE SUCCESS.

The reason RADAM'S
r MICROBE KILLER is
the most wonderful med-
icine, is because it has
never failed in any in-
stance, no matter what
the disease, from LEPRO-
SY to the simplest disease
known to the -human
system.
The scientiSc men of

to-day claim and prove that every disease is

CAUSED BY MICROBES,
" AND

RADAM'S MICROBE KILLER
Exterminates the Microbes and" drives them
oat of the system, and when that is done you
cannot have an ache or pain. No matter

what-the disease, whether a simple case of
Malarial Fever or a combination of diseases,
we cure them all at the same time, as we treat
all diseases constitutionally.

Âstbtoa, Consumption, Catarrh,
Brooch it is, Rheumatism, Kidney and
Liver Disease, Chills and Fever, Fe-
male TrouWes, in ail its forms, and, in
fact, every disease known to the human
system. . ¿

Of HI MtatlöBSÍ
See that our Trade-Mark (same as above)

appears on each jug.
Send for- book "History of the Microbe

Killer,*'"given away by Dr. A. J. China,
Druggist, Soie Agent.
Jan 22

Ely'sCreamBalm
Cleanses theNasalPassages. Al-

lays TTrHa.TnYTifti.if.iì. HealstEe Sores.
Restores the Senses of Taste, Smell
and Hearing.
A particle is applied inro each nostril and

is agreeable. Price 50o. at Drucket« or by
mail.ELYBKCTHERS,5GWairen St.,New York.

Is an invalxiable remedyfor
SICK HEADACHE, TORPID
LIVER, DYSPEPSIA, PILES,
MALARIA, COSTIVENESS,
AND ALL BILIOUS DISEASES.

Sold Bverywiierc.

For Infants and Children.

Castoria promotes Digestion, and
overcomes Flatulency, Constipation, Sour
Stomach, Diarrhoea, and Fevemhness.
Thus the child is rendered healthy and its
sleep natural. Castoria contains no

Morphine or other narcotic property.

"Castoria Is so well adapted to children that
I recommend it as superior to any prescription
known to me." H. A. Archer, M. d. .

Ill South Oxford St., Brooklyn, N. Y.

"I use Castoria in my practice, and find it
specially adapted to affections of children."

AUX Robertson, M. D.,
lâûT 2d Ave., New York.

"From personal knowledge and observation
I can say matCastoria isan excellent medicine
for children, acting as a laxative and relieving:
the pent np bowels and general system very
much. Many mothers have told me of its ex-
cellent effect upon their children."

Dr. G. C: Osgood,
Lowell, Mass.

Thx Cestattb Company, 77 Murray Street, N. Y.

SSOCO.Oe y<n. is bcin- made by John R
Go<xiwin,'rrov,X.Y.,«t work for us. lirader,
yon may n»t uumM as much, but vie cea
".each ruu quickly how toenrn fr. m t o

Í1W ti dny at the «lart, and more n. you po
on. "i.»th sexe», a!l npe*. lu jiny ]an of
America, you can commence at home, piv-

all your time.or upare moments only to
the work. All is >iew. Great j*y Sl'Kt f«
every worker. \> start vou. furnishing
eveo-thinp. EASILY. SPEEDILY learned.
IVVJiTICULARS FREE. Address at once,
Ml'.SU.N M CO., rOSIIiAM),

SH3LE;
Experienced Land Surveyor.

-AND-

Civil Engineer.
Solicits the patronage of the community

generali ,

P. 0., SÜMTER, S. C.
Sept. 17.

IF YOU ARE GOING WEST
AND WANT LOW RATES

To Arkansas,
Texas, Missouri, Colorado, Oregon and Cali-
fornia, or any poiut WEST- or NORTH-
WEST. IT WILL PAY VOU
To write to me.

FRED D. BUSH,
D. P. A., L & R. R.
38 Wall St., Atlanta, Ga

Nov. ..

H. W. BRADI
Wheelwright andBlacksmith

SÜMTER, S. C.

IAM PREPARED TO REPAIR AND
Rebuild, as well as to build outright, all

kinds of Vehicles.
HORSE-SHOEING A SPECIALTY.

Also repair all parts of broken Machinery.
Keep on*nand a stock of Check and Globe
Valves and Fittings. Also keep Pumps on
band and put them down. I handle the

SMITH'S SONS IMPROVED GIN,
which is as good as any on the market, and
gives entire satisfaction..

Aug. 23:

fl Gìinstmas Expérience in
Seven Gliapters.
By T. 0. DE LEO'S,

i
Author of "Creole and Puritan," "27is

Rock or the Rye" "Four Years
in Rebel Capitals" etc.

I -

[Copyright by the Author. All rights reserved.]
CHAPTER L

LOTE'S YOUNO DREAM.

BuUy! You'll go tfccnV interrupted the
irrepressible Boomerang.

"Come along, old boy! Tve fixed it at
last"
Thus cried Lieut. Tom Jones, U. S. A.,

bounding into my room in bis usual hop-
sMp-and-jump style, and causing there-
by a deep gash in both the chins reflect-
ed in the cracked shaving glass of my
bachelorlodgings;

"1 ratkerthink you have," I responded,
half savagely, as I mopped my bleeding
feature with a piece of blotting paper.
"I rather think you have; but what in l

the world have you fixed, besides mv

chin?"
**Oh, bother your bleeding! Just

listen: Tve borrowed the major's gray
and the surgeon's 'Jalap,' done Uncle
Bob out of his double sleigh, and we'll
drive over to Shadynook and spend
Christmas. Hurrah!" And Lieut.. Tom
Jones, U. S. Boomerangs, spun round
my room as if he had just been pro-
moted to the first corps of the "Black
Crook." I looked at him until he re-

gained a pose on the back of my arm-

chair, with his feet on the cushion. Then
I said gravely.the tone was meant to
convey the most crushing sarcasm:

"Sheer's Jalap and the majors gray?"
"Certainly.why not?"
"Why not? Because, firstly, the gray

never was in traces in his life; secondly,
because the sorrel never would go in
double harness, you know."

"Yes, I know. But, then, they're both
old enough to begin; so come, old fellow,
pack your traps. giro the ponies a

whirl down the road to keep 'em quiet
and use 'em to the bells. Hurry; I'll be
back before you say 'Jack Robinson!' "

I stared at my friend to see if he was
really in earnest before I replied:
"Tom Jones, do I look like a lunatic?

Have you any reason to justify believing j
me a fit subject forthe padded room? My
dear boy," I added gent' y,4'my neck is far i
toovaluable to my country to risk break- j
ing it for the sake of breaking old She-
er's sorrel and your uncle's sleigh."
"Why, they're at the door now.just

look at 'em," responded the lieutenant,
walking to the window. "They're as

quiet as a pair of lambs. The sorrel has
only one leg over the pole, and the ser-

geant and my orderly can hold the gray's
head nearly still! Come! throw some

things into a valise and be ready by the
time I get back."

I threw myself on the sofa and stretch-
ed out my comfortable slippers to the
sea coal fire by way of re.ply.

"Can't do it, Tom. I'm too valuable
a member of society to think of suicide
at present."
"Nonsense! We'll have no end of a

jolly time at Belton's.raise the neigh-
borhood.skate ón the pond.make
floods of eggnogg.shock tho old 'un.
and have aglorious german to wind up."

Ï shook my head.
"Cant do it, T. Jones. Even did I

want to ruin my life insurance people j
Tve engagements at home I cannot j
break," and I looked very important as I j
dwelt ©n this' announcement. "You j
see, I lead the choir for their Christmas
practice to-night; Tve been pledged for
a month for my. Christmas dinner at the
mayor's, and I.ahem.I skate Miss Bet-
tie on the pond this after"'-
"Oh, what a head I have!" Tom broke

in. "Didn't I mention that? Uncle Bob
says Bet's to go with us, and she says
you must be sure to come. And mind, j
you are to tell him the horses are dog
quiet Bet sweai*3 he'd never believe
me."
Miss Betfeie was going!
Before that young'lieutenant had half

finished his sentence 1 was at the win- I
dow gazing at those horses with an in- j
terest no quadrupeds ever possessed for
ine before. The sorrel had fallen j
in Iiis effort to get his leg back !
over the pole, the grizzly old ser- j
getmt was sitting composedly on hie ;
head, blowing huge clouds from- !
his pipe, while the orderly unbuckled i
the traces. The gray amused himself j
meanwhile by snapping viciously at the j
boy who held him, and with every snap
he made a vain lunge with his heels at |
the orderly's fatigue cap, the latter <lodg-
ing beautifully as evr did a practiced j
sparrer before a big bruiser. The view
was not encouraging. They certainly
were hardly the pair to risk a young j
lady's.or my own.neck with, even {
though Tom was famous throughout his j
corps as a perfect Rarey.
"By George!" I half soliloquized, "I !

don't think she'd be safe behind those
devils."

"Bosh! With me driving? Only the
bells tease them a little for the moment.
One turn down the road and I'll bring
them back like a pair of sheep."

"iiut I hardly think"-
"And I certainly know. Come! Bet's

crazy to go, and says she depends on you
to persuade Uncle Bob the horses are

quiet." j
"Miss Bettie docs?" 1 hesitated. There

was a lump in ray throat and a singing
in my ears; I was deucedly afraid of the
mad beasts myself, but then she wanted
to go, so I added: "Well, perhaps after
all they may be a little quieter soon.

And, Tom, you do.ah.really think
them safe?"

"Certainly I do, and Bet does, too.
She's not a bit afraid." That decided me.
"Tom Jones".I spoke with deep solem-

nity. I knew that moment what they
felt who saw the tumbril ready to bear
them to the hungry knife of the first
revolution."Tom Jones, I will go, of
course. But, Tom, pray do not use that
horrid abbreviation of vour cousin's

naine. There are some subjects too
sacred for the profanation of slangy con-

densation, and your cousin's nameis"-
"Bully! You'll go then?" interrupted

the irrepressible Boomerang. "I'll wheel
'em round the block and bring 'em in
cool, you.Bet,"
He bounded down the stairs, sprang

into the sleigh, seized the reins, and, as

the men jumped from the horses' heads,
was off with a flurry of snow and a

hurrah from the crowd.
I am not a dab at the classics, so I will

not say how, having plunged Like Cur-
tius into this gaping sleigh ride, I now
sat Like Marius, amid the ruins of my
wardrobe. "But I did tumble all its con-

tents into the middle of the floor and
then sat among them, homeless of cram-

ming into my small valise half enough
for this all important Xmas visit! But
she wanted to go! I was to risk my
neck for her sake.byher side. Delicious
thought! So just as the bells again
jingled at the door I jumped upon my
distended portmanteau, sprung the lock,
and answered Tom with a yell as wild
as his own.

Now, perhaps I should explain that
Tom Jones and I had always been chums.
Residents of tho same village and chil-
dren ofintimate friends, we hadthumbed
the same algebra, robbed the same or-

chards and been flogged by the same

pedagogue. In fact, we had never been
two weeks apart nntil his appointment
to West Point, five years before, had
separated us. Tom's persevering industry
in running bounds to "Cozzens," and his
assiduous course of "Benny Havens," had
scarcely been thoroughly rewarded, for
his graduation.third in his class count-
ing from the bottom.made him a brevet
second lieutenant in the United States
Boomerangs. It had found me a dignified
but patient lawyer in the incipient me-
tropolis of Piketon. Happy chance Jiad
thrown Tom at the arsenal near by, and
had introduced his chosen friend to the
family circle of his Uncle Blytlie.
There I soon became ami de maison.

Mayor Blythe.he was the revered chief
magistrate of Piketon.was a brother
lawyer, and a man of high social and
literary renown. He had a capitally
chosen library, a warm heart, a cele-
brated cook and a rare assortment of
such wines! And then.hem !.like Jeph-
thah of old, he had "one fair daughter
and no more."
But such a daughter!
Bettie Blythe was just turned of 19,

and the most perfect mold of female form
divine. Of medium height, just plump
enough for perfection of rounded outline,
and with the tiniest models of feet and
hands that ever fell to the lot of woman,
her face was still her chiefest charm.
Not regularly beautiful, with scarce a

feature in it that would have been pro-
nounced fine under critical analysis, there
was yet an indescribable witchery in
that face, orin the character reflected by
it, that boundme hand and foot from the
first week I knew her. Those rich, dark
oval lines, with heavy bands of glossy
hair, seemed to command, rather than
ask, a second look. And who could look
twice and forget?

There wns a merry devil in her eye-

large, languid and black as sloe.that
drew a timid man's heart right up into
his throat and kept it kicking there with
forty-horse power. And then the face
was but an index of the sprightly bue
sound and well stored mind her father
had seduously cultivated during a long
widowerhood. And the steady, tender
gleam that sometimes replaced the mis-
chievous twinkle in those eyes could only
have been drawn from the well spring of
a pure heart.
With the first month of our acquain-

tance I began to believe I cared for Bet-
tie Blythe; with the second I believed I
loved her, and with the third I knew
it for a certainty. On the fourth,month
I had told her I adored her wildly; and
for three subsequent ones had come,
again and again, to the very threshold
of a repetition. Gentle and womanly,
she had at first told me gravely.the rest
of the face demure, while the eyes danced
a very witches' dance to the tune of sup-
pressed merriment.thatr though we

were very excellent friends, we were still
almost strangers. I could only acknowl-
edge the truth of what she said, so I
prayed for forgiveness and for hope. She
gave the pardon, the pardon gave the
hope, and I wandered on in a fool's para-
dise. But though we became better and
better friends, though she let me mean-

der unchecked through the most exten-
sive fields of rhapsody and lay the tallest
flowers of sentiment at her feet, yet the
first outright word. I spoke carried up the
taper forefinger in arch warning, and the
ripe lips formed the one word, "Remem-
ber!"

I could not believe Bettie Blythe was
flirting with me. There was something
too genuine, too womanly, about her
whole being for that.
She could never stoop, I said to myself

for comfort, to a little triumph in the
misen'- of the heart she knew to be hers
in all honest}' and ardor. No!' Either
she was trying to make a real "friend"
of me, or.delicious idea!.she was be-
ginning to love me without admitting it
to herself. I was willing to take the
chances of the first so long as I saw a

possibility of the second. And besides,
either gave me so much of her delightful
society.
Though no spoken word ever passed be-

tween us on the subject there was yet
that "mute converse of kindred souls,"
and Tom Jones apparently sympathized
with me most completely. Bettie and he
were fast friends, and Mayor Blythe per-
mitted her to go anywhere under protec-
tion of "Cousin Tom," in whom he placed
unbounded confidence. During the burn-
ing days of that August many a charm-
ing picnic had we in the grand old woods
about Piketon; in themellow evenings of
autumn many a never to be forgotten
Siiîl on the little mirror of a lake. And
wlmt teas were those on tho old veran-

da, with the soft breeze sigli ing through
the vines in sympathy with the beatings
of my heart, and the Light just undecided
enough for me to imagine any expres-
sion in her face that best suited my ar-

dent longings! Later, when the early
snows began to fall, how merry were

those sleigh rides in the mayor's sober
family bleich, drawn by the*sober family
horse, Tom always acting Jehu! And
when the icier breath of winter blew
over tho little lake, sheeting it with a

surface glass}' smooth, I had tenderly
strapped the tiny skate thong round that
ravishingly turned ankle.bad held the
taper lingers in mine as we glided in
swift circles over its cold besom. Asi
have said, Tom was always with us on

these jaunts; but we wer.'; a partié car-

ree and mindful of the philosophy as t;«

what constitutes "company" and what a

"crowd."
Anna Belton was ever Tom's compan-

ion. A quiet, fair haired, sensitive
mouse « f a blonde, she was the direct
antipode i : all things/vf lier sworn ally,
Betti.'. r.ndt r whose fostering prol lion
she-would nestle confidingly as though
no harm could reach her there.
She was sole heiress and sole compan-

ion at her splendid residence, "Shady-
nook." of a very deaf lml Argns eyed

f

grandannt. Uninated herself for the
full allotment of the human span, the
senior Miss Belton had small confidence
in the taste or honor of the sterner sex.

She jealously watched the every move-
ment of her niece, religiously believing
that each man who set his eye upon her
fragile form used it but as a medium
through which to cast unholy glances at
the estate.some ten miles back of Pike-
ton.whose exponent she was. But the
home of the spinster had no great charms
for her heiress unless brightened by the
presence of her stronger friend and ally;
so, when Bettie could not be spared
from her household gods, it was great
somfort to quiet little Anna to sit under
these also, and to stay there meekly so

long as Bettie could alternately cajole or

soerce the deaf spinster into permitting.
But that ancient and unwinking Cerbe-
rus had carefully reconnoitered the sur-

roundings of the mayoralty. She had
long since concluded that I was the
property of the lady of the house, and
Tom, being only & piece of live furni-
ture, like the cat, was not to be counted.
So little Anna's last visit had been al-
lowed to run into months. She could
skate well, for all her fragility, and her
taste and touch in music were both deli-
cate but decided. So, after all, we made
her useful, though I felt compunctious
twinges when I reflected how heavy on
hand she must be to poor Tom; for, be-
sides all other reasons, it was an under-
stood thing among us that Miss Belton
was engaged. If not formally contract-
ed to him she was so far committed to a
certain Mr. Goldwin as to make that
consummation a mere matter of time.
Not a very enticing person was Mr.
Goldwin, GO in j-ears and money grub
in nature, but.as the senior Miss Bel-
ton was wont to say grimly.if not a

brilliant man, he was at least a safe one.

Twenty thousand a year was his allot-
ment of this world's goods, and the very
soul of the spinster swelled within her
when she reflected what that would do
for "Shadynook."

Yielding in all things, the white
mouseappeared to accept her fate in this
with perfect composure, but she shrunk
with peculiar sensitiveness from any al-
lusion to it by one of us. So, of course,
none was ever made; but I.and I was

sure Tom as well.looked upon her as

one of the least interesting of the vic-
tims to the Moloch of convenance.
Hence I fully appreciated the unselfish
friendship that caused him to become a

martyr to her stupidity, that I might be
left tete-a-tete with his glorious cousin.
One night when our bachelor pipes.or
punch.had been stronger than usual 1
said words to that effect. Tom's rejoin-
der was characteristic. He thrust his
tongue into his cheek, shut one eye very
slowly, and nicking my glass with his
said, "Here's good luck, and bad 'cess
to old Goldwin!''

Verily, we need never leave our own

circle f:r evidences of the mysteries of
Nature's complex mechanism, and what
very odd errors we make in our estimate
of them sometimes!
At iength its heiress had been impera-

tively called back to "Shadynook." The
unmated Argus would have her return
for its Xmas dismalness, and when that
zpinster foot was once put dvwn there
it stayed. Exacting the promise of a

speedy visit from Bettie, before Xmas if
possible, and indulging in many mys-
terious whispers and a perfect fusillade
of kisses that set me on pins and needles
of envy, the white-mousey one wept her-
self into her sleigh and faded out into
the snowy avenue.
Tom and I, as members of Bettie's

personal staff, had, of course, been in-
cluded in the invitation to "Shady-
nook," but no time was decided in our

council, and weeks rolled by with no
definite plans about it. Happy weeks
they were to me.full of sunshine, with
only such flecks of shadow as made me

enjoy the more. I basked in the smiles
of the only woman I had ever really
cared for, and, whether they were all
for me or not, I was inanely happy.

For there's nothing half so sweet in lifo
As Love's young dream.

CHAPTER IL
OVER THE SNOW.

Holiday week had set in heavy and
threatening. It had openedwith a protts-
ise of snow, and had closed with its veri-
fication so fast and furious that by
Christmas eve the whole country for
miles around Piketon was wrapped in
one spotless and- unbroken' mantle. The
slcigliing was perfect. Never in the
memory of that much quoted oldest au-

thority in Piketon had it been so good.
Our metropolis was alive with excite-
ment.like the classic city of Stoke-
Pogis, it was "agitated* to its center."
The sudden furor for sleighing, added
to the inevitable buzz of holiday prepa-
ration, drove the usually quiet popula-
tion into a fever of action. Every avail-
able sleigh, however old, was rooted
from its hiding place; horses accustomed
only to the plow and the market wagon
pricked up their ears to the unwonted
hi-g' lang! of excited drivers, and even

crockery crates and dry goods boxes
were put upon extemporized runners.

All Piketon, swathed in furs or blank-
ets, was bundled into something that
would slide; the road to the "Bull's
Eye".the sedate drovers' tavern five
miles out.was resonant with the merry
music of their bells and the rollicking
laughter of their occupants, while its
primitive bar room and sanded parlor
were alike crowded from-nipping morn
to frosty eve.
And how delicious is a sleigh ride

when all surroundings are propitious!
Who that has ever wintered in a snow

country but has a store of ready recol-
lections that spring up at the first sound
of the bells? Be he a serious, well round-
ed bachelor of 50 their lively jar shakes
the cumulate Just from still crevices of
memory, and long slumbering remin-
iscences, unrolling themselves like mar-
mots in the spring, crawl out to bask in
the sunlight of that long ago. Perhaps
they find the gleam but a deceptive j
one now, and, after blinking at the
present for a while, creep back again j
and curl themselves up for a longer nap.

Tirivc I essayed to look armnul at the
couple beh Uni inc. !

No acrid and hopeless spinster walk-1
ing regretfully on the shadowy side cf :

maidenhood but straightens her bark.'
drops her shoulders and smoothes out
her wrinkles as the music of the bells
plays variations on a half forgotten
theme of <··:·.y :,!· i rh and comfort»! lo
WHinners, all winding "'> with a crash

mg crescendo of hot oysters and' merry
reel.
And to those young hearts, suscepti-

ble to frolic as to sentiment and throb-
bing for ever changing excitement, what
a delicious bound it sends!
Oh, the bells, sleighing beils.
What a world of merriment their melody fore-

tells.
Yes, sleighing is glorious. 'Tis the

next best thing to flying to sit in the ¡
light, strong cutter and glide over the
smooth surface without noise or jar, i
seeming scarce to touch it. Your glossy
black, catching the lively inspiration of
his bells, shakes his head in huge frolic,
stretches out afresh and spums the snow
in lighter wreaths from his ever quick-
ening heels. Now for a brash! See that
yellow jumper just ahead. Hu-y-a-ah!
and the reins tighten, the clean head
goes straighter out, the snow wreaths fly
higher still behind the strong hoofs. We
are off! We close the gap.the yellow
sleigh g*ins once more.a length, two!
Once more we close and fly along neck
and neck! How the bells peal and
shriek! How the horses race now as if
for their own honor! How the ch-ar,
keen wind whistles past the fur tipped
ears, exhilarating like huge bumpers of
champagne, as we fly along side by side
for three hundred yards! Just ahead
looms a huge "pung" loaded down and
creeping over the snow. Now is the
time; now or never! Straighten back,
brace knee! Down comes the lithe lash
over the black's flanks, and what a spurt
we have! The brown mare strains every
muscle; her driver lays flat back on the
ribbons.now he plies his whip like mad!
He laps us again; for a hundred yards-
you could cover them both with a blan-
ket! Once more we forgo a length
ahead. We near the pung.we gain a

length.two. Hu-ya-a-ahrand the brown
is in the air! We feel her hot breath on
our necks; we just graze the pung, fear-
fully close, and wind in just before her!
Oh, that was glorious!
And if anything can add to the fun it

is to have a particular somebody tucked
in beside one, with a pair of bright eyes
that dance to the merry music of the
rich laugh, with a tiny hand that rests,
in pretty fright, on the tense arm that I
guides the black a thought too near the
scrapers of the yellow sleigh. And- it is
a problem of easy solution-T-given, a

neat cutter and a fast horse, to find any
unknown quantity of tender femininity
alongside.
But haven't I forgotten my story?
í had just sprung the lock of my valise

and wiped from my brow the drops that
haste brought there even that bitter day,
when Jones' tally-ho rang through the
frosty street. Giving a final caress to
the mouche on the wounded chin reflect-
ed by my parting glance at the mirror, I
rushed down with my baggage. Tom
sat with the reins twisted round his
heavy gauntlets, beaming and trium-
phant, and his mustache one solid cake
of ice. The horses* stood ¡¿tock still,
covered with rapidly freezing foam, and
blowing out volumes of mist that form-
ed in delicate frostwork around their
nostrils.
"What did I tell you? Look at the

kittens," was the driver's salute; and as
if to corroborate it, the gray maremade
a terrific lunge forward, while "Jalap"
stood straight up and pawed the air.

"So-ho! steady, boys?" and the lieuten-
ant braced himself hard against the gray,
while the flexible wrist brought the long
lash over the sorrel's neck. "So, there!
steady now. Bundle in quick now, old
boy, while they are quiet."
In bumped my valise, a signal for the

brutes to execute another war dance.
Over the o.ck seat I tumbled, and, as

two pairs o i 1 reels threw a bhndingshower
of snow ana icicles into my eyes and
down my back, I went headforemost into
the folds of the buffalo.
Before the conglomeratemass of valise

and man was righted, wo were off up
the road in a full run, the sleigh jump-
ing along" like-a football and Tom plying
his whip like mad, keeping them at a

full run while he yet had them well in
hand.
"W-what do y-ou me-mean?" I gasped,

bumping about the back seat in huge
discomfort, as the biting wind, rushing-
down my throat with the- force of a

norther, nearly strangled me. "Wh-hy
don't you st-opp-'m?"
"All right, my boy," Tom answered

cheerily through his set teeth; and he"
braced every muscle afresh while the ¡
cruel lash descended on the' flagging
horses. "All right! you kmnv'I must

bring 'em in quiet for Uncle Bob tcsee.
So, lads, so-o-o! now steady!" One ibng-'
sway of his broad back brought them3
down to a canter, then into a swinging
trot, and turning into the'mayor's lane,
we drew up at the door.

"There! hold tho ribbons! I won't be
gone a second. Bet's ready, I know;"
and, forcing the reins into my reluctant
hands, Tom sprang out and disappeared
in the doorway.
Now, after all my tirade about racing

and sleighing and such stuff, one might
reasonably suppose mo a very Phaeton,-
or at least a Hiram Woodruff. But I
was always strong in theories and.in
confidence: that stuff was all talk.pr¿re
imagination. Practically, I never was

the least bit-horsey in my tastes, and al-
ways-hated to drive unless I knew my
beast to be perfectly harmless. In facty
lever felt a tingle of brotherly sym-
pathy for that bard of Cockaigne who

sang:
There's something: in a-horse
That I cao always honor, but never cachidorse.
Neither was t ambitious of the fate of

Phaeton; so, keeping one eye fixed on

the gray s ears and the other on the
sorrel's heels, I went hand over haue? up
the taut reins until I felt safe to straddle
the front seat, and finally brace myself
against the dasher. The gray still kept
Iiis head ont and bore steadily on the
bit, but the sorrel seemed to have had
enough go in the late scamper and
pulled dead against him. Congratn-
lating myself that the doctors horse
acted as a counter irritant on the
drawing propensi ties of his mate, I be-
gan to be less entirely miserable in my
new position. I tucked the buffalo care-

fully round my legs, and by the time
Miss Bertie's laugh rang out from the
doorway. I actually pl neked up .--pirit to
turn one eye upon her. But the other
was lixed on the gray's ears like the optic
of the ancient mariner, even while 1 j
nodded with a dismal affectation of jol- j
lity. And Mayor Blythe was saying:
"And you're quite sure they are safe,

are you';"
"Gentle aa lamb-;, sir, as far as I j

know," Tom answered, simply. "But
ask the man that handles 'em. He drove
them from the stable." Had that young
officer been studying the "Ready Liar,
or Perjurer's Companion"?
"Why, you can see they are, papa,

dear. I could drive them myself, couldn't
I?" and Miss Bottle's eyes were turned
on me.
When Tom had spoken, my inmost

soul was torn with a burning desire to
do my duty, to throw myself upon the
mayor's breast and pour out my passion-
ate belief that it was felony, wilful mur-

der, suicide, to go! Now, had the reply
jeojiardizcd m immortal part forali-

èternityvl could not have answered that
gurgling voice, thrilling, through me

like''rich Burgundy, otherwise than by
saying:
"Gentle as kittens. Miss Bettie; hardly

fresh *en, Mr. Blythe." And I chuckled
' ^eful hilarity. Then that infernal

, as if in judgment, neícríy- took my
shoulder out of the socket:

"I knew they were, papa, dear; He
would never riskme with them else; and;
you see, he is driving." I was drunken,-
besotted, wild with the haschish of that
emphasized pronoun. Those wondrous
eyes shot me a glance of thanks; the tiny
hands clapped in glee, and closing on
each side the gray whiskers, drew the
old man's face down to the ripe lips. A
clicking kiss, seemingly all around me
in the sharp air, drove me perfectly
drunk with envy. I was wild enough
to seize the whip Tom had thrown care-

lessly on the back seat; but even in the
madness of that supreme moment I had
method enough left to keep it far back
out of the gray 's sight.
"How impatient ho looks, tucked up

in his driver's perchì" Tom said, airily,
to his uncle. "If the horses were only
half as much so we might have a lively
ride."

I saw, out of the far corner of mine,
Mr. Blythc's eyes travel rather hesitat-
ingly over the tense muscles of the gray.
Oh how my soul went outin wild yearn-
ing that he might insist on that beast
being exchanged for his own easy going
horse! But just then the perverse brute
of a sorrel stood stock still and hid the
off horse from his scrutiny. My-hope
went from out of me,-and the blackness
of despair settleddown over me and that
demon team.

""Well, well; you must be careful of
your off horse"-
"Of course ho will, papa. And now,

good-by. Tom says we mustn't keep'
them standing longer in the cold."
In thumped Miss Bettie's bonnet box,

and both horses answered the shock with
a simultaneous thrill; but I braced my
back, and, though my legs nearly went
tiirough the dasher, mana od to keep that
accursed gray still enough for Tom's offi-
cious leavetaking to hide it from his
uncle.
"Ch yes, Uncle Bob, we'll be very care-

ful and drive very slowly. Go en, old
fellow; don't wait a second for me."
And lifting Miss Bettie to her seat, Tom
bounded over the scrapers like a cat.
"Go on! Why in the devil's name don't
you?" he whispered to me, pretending to
arrange the robes. Then he called his
uncle's attention to the new furs, and
dug his elbow into my back.
Don't wait a second for me!
Ye gods! Did the insane wretch mean

me to drive in reality? Was I to guide
that chained thunderbolt and that kick-
ing demon before me? Yes; Tom Jones
evidently meant that. Hehad gonesud-
denly mad, beyond a doubt; but- I
in for it, and what man dared I must.
I took a long breath, let the whip fai;
well back out of the gray's sight, and*
bracing my every muscle firmly, uttered
the mystic monosyllable, "Glang!"

It cut like a knife through the clear
atmosphere, and the keen echo almost
divided my tympana The sorrel heard.
He stretched himself, gathered and made
a merry plunge forward; but that per-
verse brute of a gray only stuck his
forelegs in the snow and sat down like
a dog. Luckily, Miss Bettie managed tc
hold her father by such a string of prat-
tle he noticed none of these circus like
proceedings.
"Mind, papa! dont forget fhe nanne7

for old Mammy Watts; and be sure "ír
send the pickles to Bowser;- and havt
the presents on the Christmas tree, just
as if I was at home.that's a dear papa.'
And, oh, be sure that Liza does the tur'-
key to a turn for dinner to-morrow!"
"That was to have been your dinner,'"

the old gentleman said, turning to me.
"That pleasure I must defer to please
this small puss with her whims."
The mayor seemed to me a g>?at dis-

tance off. His words ciune to me through
a sound in my ears like the boom of the
sea, for that: cursed gray still sat like a

circus horse, and the sorrel pnDed till hi-
ñese almost touched the Snow:'
"And, oh, papa!" cried Miss Bettie with

a timely little scream of recollection,
"now don't forget the red wrapper for old
Patience.that's a dear!"
"Give that gray devil the wbip,r

Jones growled to me in a savage whis-
per, rounded off with something very
like an oath. "You'll have all the fat in
the fire with'such'-driving;n
Give him the whip!
I thought before Tom Jones of the

Boomerangs had gone crazy. Now I
knew, like all maniacs, he believed me
as stark, staring mad as he was.

"And, papa, dear, don't forget the
brandy peaches for Dr. Lindsey.your*
present, remember," ran on that dear
voice. Then it punctured through aU
my fear with the words, "Now do go on,

please."
Whether the electric spark thst

thrilledr through me at that whisper
nin down the reins and magnetized the
gray, I never knew. Somehow we were

in the road, the dasher full of snow, and
thai? devil's team going at a wild stroke
that sent acute agony to the marrow of
my every bone.

"Splendid! Perfect! Bravo!" shout-
ed- Tom from the back seat. "Your
start was a picture; and that run into
the drift and barking the pear tree dont
count, as the bend hid them from Uncle
Bob."

I thought madly I heard a gurgling
sound of female laughter. I was wrong,
though, for that second she said to me:

"You do drive splendidly, indeed.
And how good of you to rest Tom's
arms! Poor Tom! why, how the reins
have cut your hands!"
"My arm is stiff as a poker. Bet.

Ah, baby, that's delicious:"
Had I been driving the horses of the

Sun. with the pit of Acheron gaping be-
fore me. I must have turned at that
exclamation. There was misery in my
spine and torture in my legs, but I did
turn a little. Tom had pulled off Iiis
gauntlet, and she.yes. she was chafing
his purple, ugly hand between two be-
witching fur gloves!
"See what a good cousin I am!" The

black eyes danced before me, and once

more the musical laugh trilled out beau-
tiful and birdîike. With agony in my
back and bitternesa-in niy soul I tried
to echo it, but the hollow mockery
envied m a ghastly"groan as the brutes
gave an extra plunge that nearly carried-
me over the dasher.
The next twenty minutes were a

nightmare. I hold in memory a vague
jumble of blinding sunlight on the snow:

a win:ling rush of trees and houses on

tie hill sides: a racking and torment in
back, kiws and arms: a whizzing whoo
of wind in my half frozen ears. Twice
1 essayed to look around at the couple
behind me. but the commandante in
"Don Juan" was not more rigid than
those strained leathers held me.whilo the
moi-, en fire rushing down my spine re- J
fused to let me bend my neck. I felt
my hands must soon come off.my el-
bows _and shoulder blades mill clear-

from tlieir Pockets: but stiil held on,
madly, wildly, in a sort of dread-
ful trance, for those twenty minutes.
Then remembrance vaguely paints »
roadside inn: a collection of sleighs and
men running into the road and waving
their hands : then a crash, a cutter flying-
wildly aside and a man in a somersault.
Lust came a -finding jar, and I awoke '

from my nigttmare. half lying between*
Tom and his cousin on the back seat, ·

the horses neck deep in a snow drift and
rough coated men running for their
heads.

"Splendid; by jingo!" yelled Tom to-
me as, hastily extricating* himself from
the buffalo, he ran to a man floundering
in the road. "Youre not hurt, I hope?-
Im deuced sorry for the foul, but young:
horses.hard mouths.couldn't help it.;
Beasts all right, I see. Come in and-,
have something to drink.''

I drew a long, deep, gasping breath. £
tried to spring, but could only crawl»
ever the scraper, and helped Miss Bettie;
into the road. We were at the "BolTs*
Eye" tavern, five good miles from Pike-
ton!
"Awkward fellow that," I eaid very"

cheerily, all things considered. I was
hugely elated at being once more ,·
terra firma, notwithstanding strong pro-
clivities displayed by my legs for shut-
ting up like jackknives. And I cooldí
scarcely resist pulling on the little white-
hai.d in mine, as though Miss Bettie ·

were the gray. "Awkward fellow! Shw
guiar he couldn't take care of his trap
when he saw me coming. But some peo-
ple never will learn to drive." '·

"Never!"' meekly responded the little-
lady; but the eyes that met mine for a·

single second literally played in flashes 1

of luminous merriment. What could*
she mean?
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[ró BE COÌìTINC'ED j
'

Effect of Caffeine.
Caffeine has not the property of tak>

ing the place of food: it does nothing;
but replace the general tonic stimulation1'
produced by taking food. For in fact if-
we admit that it £ the direct immediate'
action of food which stimulates the
stomach and the nervous system, and
that its alimentary value has primitively
nothing to do with it, one-stimulant'
could be substituted for another ufiáer-*
these conditions. But caffeine, so far
from economizing our reserves, will only
put a man deprived of food in a ·*-

tion to resume work by drawing on-these*
reserves, of which it hastens the-de*-
struction b}* stimulating the nervous sys-
tem and, through its intermedian', that'
of the muscles. From that moment the
organism will soon exhaust its nutritive"
stock, and caffeine will not be "abie to*
prevent it, though being of indubitable"
yet temporary use for the physicalforces»
.Paris Herald.

The Maid Knew Him.

Mistress (to her maid).Did anyone*
call during my absence, Marie?-
Marie.Yes, madame; Monsieur Pom--

mier.
"Monsieur Pommier? I- don't know'

such a îitan."
"I know him; madame. He came to*

see me.".Texas Siftings.

"When 3-0U eat fish," said a- distin-
guished physician, "don't eat anything:
else with it Bones are apt to slip into'
the bread, or the cracker, or the potatoes-
or anything else you take with the fish,
and thus become lodged in the throat"

Young Gould bas a pretty superstition;-
He wears his wife's picture in a locket
on a chain, and believes he will have an*
accident should he lose it

A Scrap of Paper'Saves" Her* Life;
It was just :m ordinary scrap <<f wrapping*-

paper, bit it saved her life. She was in the*
last stages of- tfDîrsinnption. t«»ld by physicians*
that she was incuracîe s*id* eoatd only hve a*

«hört (itnc; she weighed' ie'sá linn sevenîy'
pound-. On a piece of wrapping paper she:
read of Dr. King's New Discovery, and- g »t a'

sample bottle: it helped h«r, fhe tôQgKt'a
l.irge bottle, if helped her'rtorb'.' bought another
ami grew better fast, continued its use and is-
now strong, healthy, rosy, plump, weighing'
I4¿) p-twds. For fuller*p«ir:iculars send stani]»
tò W. HÌ C-le. Druggist, Fort .-uiith. Trial*
bottles of this wonderful Discovery free at J. F
\V. DeLortce's Dru-: Sìore. 4»

itY- E»:sT people.
Confirm our statement when we say that AckerV
Knglish Remedy is in every way snperior to"

any and ail other preparations for the Tbro»tr
an>i Lungs. In W'oooning Cough and Croup-
it is mairie and re ieves ar once. < £&r* yoa
a sample bottle free. K<-trioitfberi this Remedy
is sold on a posiiire guarantee by J. F. W,»
DeLorìùè. 3'

III II .

Ü5 NOT SUFFER- A LONGERi
Knowing that a cough can be checked in a*

day. and the first stages of consumption broken1
iti a week. We hereby ^CNrabtee Dr. AckerV
English Cough Remedy, :rn l wilt refund the*
money to ali who buy. take it as per directions^*
;and da not find our statement correct. I-

For Over Fifty Yearsi
iirs: Winslow's- Soothing Syrup has been"
used for children teething. It soothes *he'
child, softens-the gum?,- allays all pain, cu res-

wind colic, · and is the best remedy for/
Diarrt.tía. Twenty-five cents a bottle.

The quality of the blood depends much upon'
(rood or'had digestion and assimilation. To'
make the the blood rich in life and Strength-
giving constituents use Dr. Jl rk McLean's'
SarsapariKa. It will nourish th? properties'
of the blood, from which the element:- oP
vitality are drawn. vloc*

If you feel "out of sorts;" cross and-
peevish.take Dr. J. H. McLean's Sarsa--
partila; cheerfulness will return and life will;
acquire new zest. vloct

Don't irritate vonr längs with a stubborn
roùiib'wheri a pleasant and etTective remedy
may he found in Dr. J. 3; McLean's Tat
Wine Lung Balm V vloct

Yoü Should Htàé
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